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	1. New Faces

**Hello Harties! This is my first When Calls The Heart story. I love Clara, she's one of my favorites (the first being Abigail) and I thought of this story the other day while watching the last episode of season 3.**

**I hope you enjoy! **

**I own nothing but all OC characters.**

**Summary:. When Clara is kidnapped from Hope Valley, she will have to find the confidence, courage, bravery and hope that she had learned in her little town, in order to get past the bad days and return home**

* * *

><p><strong>1: New Faces.<strong>

It was a warm Spring morning in the small town of Hope Valley. The sun hidden behind few smokey clouds, but a sky clear blue. The people woke up at their usual times and began their usual mornings; making breakfast, getting ready for school or work, doing the morning chores before anything else would be done.

Clara Stanton had woken up a half hour later than she usually would of woken, with the birds singing their sweet morning tunes, as they flew past her window. She had stayed up a little late reading a book that she had brought along with her when she moved to Hope Valley._ Around the World in Seventy-Two Days _by Nellie Bly. Clara was just a little two year old when the event happened, so she didn't know any personal experiences, but she loved reading about something that happened while she was alive (even if she had no memory of it at all).

Clara had helped get her mother-in-law's cafe get ready for the day. She had organized a couple of the dishes after breakfast.

"Clara, would you mind going to the mercantile and picking up an order I placed?" Abigail asked.

"I don't mind at all Abigail." Clara said with a nice smile. "I'll be back shortly."

* * *

><p>A little down the path Clara made her entrance into the mercantile. She told the clerk about picking up Abigail's order. While she waited for the order she opted to walk around the store and see if there was anything new that caught her eyes. A little into the back Clara caught her eyes on some new clothing material; some yarn and new thimble. She picked up the materials and felt them, feeling the new texture of both. She needed another thimble after losing her old one and she needed some yarn to make another scarf for the winter coming up later in the year.<p>

Clara turned the corner to return up front, when she bumped into someone. "Oh, I'm sorry."

"No problem at all." The man replied. The man looked a bit older than Clara, maybe about thirty, with very light brown hair and clear blue eyes. He had the usual mounties attire. "Just exploring a bit before settling down."

"Oh, I didn't know another Mountie was going to live in Hope Valley." Clara spoke.

The man's face stared at her for a couple of seconds and then released a loud laugh. "Oh yes, I've heard there was a constable here. Where is the old man's work station? I just arrived this morning."

"I be happy to show you the way. I have to pass constable Thorton's work anyways." Clara said.

"Thank you Ma'me."

* * *

><p>Once she had purchased the order, Clara the the man began leaving the store to their destinations The man to be very bliss and had a sense of humor, making only a few small jokes. "Hope Valley, yes? When I asked about coming to Coal Valley, the local in the town over said they had a name change after some explosions."<p>

"Yes. There was a mine explosion a while ago. After the mines were shut down everyone decided to rename the city." Clara explained, though her tone at the end of her sentence was sad. Something not unnoticed by the man.

"You okay, ma'me?" He asked her.

"Yes. It just hurts a little to think of the mine explosion."

"Lost your father?"

"No, my husband. Peter." Clara answered. "We had known one another for about a year and married, then three days later he died in the explosion."

"Oh, I'm very sorry for you lost ma'am." The man said, tipping his hat at her. "My condolences to Mrs..."

"Clara Stanton."

"Mrs. Clara Stanton." He said. He stood up and said, "My name is James Murphy, but my friends call me by my last name usually. Murphy."

* * *

><p>The two of them were at Jack's work station. "Well, here we are." Clara said. "Constable Thornton's work station."<p>

Just then, Jack came out of the door and saw the familiar girl with an unfamiliar man, but in familiar clothing. "Morning Clara," He greeted the young woman.

"Morning Jack." Clara greeted. "Jack, this is James Murphy."

"Oh, hello," Jack said and shook hands with the man. "You're a week early."

"Yes, I thought I had some last minute things to do. But things were handled and now here I am." He explained. "Call me Murphy."

"Well nice to meet you, Murphy." Jack said. ""Care to walk around to get a better view of the town?"

"Sounds like real joy. Thank you." Murphy said. "And thank you Mrs. Stanton," He tipped his hat towards her. "I hope to see you around more often."

"You too." Clara said with a smile.


	2. Medium Morning

**2: Medium Morning.**

The following morning Clara woke with the birds just as usual. She got herself ready for the day and went downstairs to help Abigail serve the morning bunch. Upon entering downstairs, Clara spotted a small vase with flowers in them. Daisy flowers, her favorite. She saw the card left with them and smiled at the signature. _Jesse. _They had been courting since Lee and Rosemary's wedding a little over a month ago in the middle of March. He always left sweet flowers for her on the most random days. He once even got Abigail to let him come in early and make a breakfast for Clara.

"Clara, those are lovely." Abigail said as she entered from the cafe dining room with a dirty plate. "Who are those from?"

"Jesse." Clara smiled. "They're my favorite ones too." She sniffed them.

"Well that explains why he came over a while ago with a bottle of milk to give me," Abigail laughed lightly. Clara could feel herself blushing light pink. "I'm just going to get Cody's lunch ready, do you mind going out into the cafe to get some orders?"

"No problem." Clara said as she put her vase of flowers down. She tied her apron on and went into the cafe room with a pot of coffee in her hands.

* * *

><p>Clara went table by table, filling coffee mugs and asking if anyone needed anything. Though still a bit unskilled in cooking and serving, she was slowly becoming better in the area. At least, she hasn't poured coffee in any ones hats in a long time. Clara looked up at one point and saw Henrietta walk in with her husband. The young couple had moved to Hope Valley about a week ago. Her husband worked at the sawing mill. Henrietta was only a few months younger than the May born girl, born in July, but they both shared a similar childhood. Both of them lost their mother at a young age and both lost their ill-sickened father a few years past. Though Clara was left to work off her father's debt and Henrietta moved to an aunts home.<p>

Henrietta had a small boy at her hips and a newborn in her arms. The smaller boy was picked up by her husband, the same age as Clara's late husband Peter. She young widow waved at the family and singled she would be with them in a moment. She poured a few more mugs of coffee and then strolled over to the family after grabbing two mugs for the parents.

"Hello Henrietta, Jedediah," She greeted the couple.

"Morning Clara," Henrietta greeted. "I think it's a lovely day."

"I agree." Clara smiled, pouring a cup of coffee for Henrietta. "Can I get you guys anything?"

"Just coffee for me." Jedediah said.

"A biscuit and a corn muffin, please."

Clara was in the back, thankfully pleased that some muffins and biscuits were made by Abigail early this morning. As Clara turned around she spotted, out of the corner of her eye, a small picture. Not just any picture though, it was a picture of her and Peter on their wedding day. A small, private, simple wedding; just the two of them and a priest at a church. She had given this to Abigail after the coal mine explosion trial.

She sighed. Peter and Clara had wanted to start a family as soon as possible. After Peter had helped his father work out the problems going on in the mine, then Peter would of introduced Clara and his mother and soon start their own little family somewhere.

Clara handed off the muffin and biscuit to the Howell family and poured a few more cups of coffee before going into the back and helping Abigail make some of the breakfast foods.

* * *

><p>A while later just as Clara was finishing up a couple of the dishes she heard the door open in the cafe and the familiar sound of Jack's laugh echoed in the cafe. The brunette picked up a pot of coffee and made her way to pour a mug she had grabbed, only to see that Jack wasn't alone. Murphy was with him. Clara took a second coffee mug and walked over to the two men.<p>

"Morning Jack, morning Murphy."

"Murphy? Who's Murphy? My name is James." Murphy laughed. "Just joking. No coffee for me, thank you."

Just as Clara poured a little bit of coffee into Jack's coffee mug, the front door opened. A man looking to speak to Jack. Jack excused himself and left for the outside with the man. Clara turned back to the kitchen.

"That's a nice apron you have. Your mother's?" Murphy asked.

"Oh no, I made this one myself." Clara said as she looked down at her own work. "I like sewing clothes. My mother taught me before she passed away when I was fourteen."

"It's real nice. My own mother had something similar to that once." Murphy smiled. He then locked eyes with Clara and said, "I think it's very nice when girls can make their own clothes. They can be artistic."

"Well, thank you." Clara said, a bit off toned. "Would you like a muffin? They're fresh."

"Did you make them?"

"Only if you want them burned or stale." She laughed softly.

"I'll take two then." Murphy said.

* * *

><p>An hour later Murphy and Jack left. Murphy bowed before Clara, taking her hand in his own, and gently kissed the top. Clara blushed hard. She knew she was courting Jesse, but she didn't know how to react to another man kissing her hand.<p>

"Well he seems very nice." Abigail said as she appeared next to Clara after the two men left.

"He does, doesn't he?" Clara smiled. "He says he liked Hope Valley so far. He says he might end up living here instead of the next town over to be part of their local police."

"And I wonder who changed his mind?" Abigail laughed.

"Abigail," Clara said in a playful tone.

"Just kidding."

* * *

><p><strong>I apologize if I made Abigail a little OCC in this chapter. So, Clara and Murphy had a small, friendly, conversation. A bit odd, but friendly.<strong>

**I do wish they made Clara pregnant on _When Calls The Heart. _Like, I know it seems cliche for television shows to do that, but I do love when any television show has a pregnant female that ends up with situations like Clara.**


	3. More 'Friendly' Conversations

**3: More 'Friendly' Conversations.**

A day or so later, Clara was sitting outside of the cafe working on an apron for Dottie that was torn in half. It was very warm out but with high winds to cool down Hope Valley. She was humming to herself softly as she finished the last few stitches on the apron.

"Hello Clara." A voice greeted her. Clara looked up and saw Jesse.

"Oh, hello Jesse." She greeted. "Where are you off too today?"

"Running some errands for Mr. Coulter. Care to join me in a walk?" He smiled.

"Of course. Let me just put this stuff away," Clara said as she began packing up her things.

* * *

><p>The duo walked to the mercantile where Jesse picked up Lee's orders and then the two took their time going back to the sawmill. They were talking about the weather and some updates on the settlement families that had moved a little bit more closer to Hope Valley, away from bodies of rivers. They had passed Henrietta and her two children. She was outside waiting for a friend to come out of one of the buildings. Her husband was probably out working.<p>

"Oh look Clara, your twin." Jesse laughed softly.

"Funny." Clara said. "If Henrietta was my twin than I wouldn't know you."

"Why so?"

"I would be with her, my nephew and my niece all the time." She smiled. Clara glanced over once more and saw the mother cuddling the newborn in her arms while the older child was playing with some rocks on the ground. She sighed, which was not unnoticed by Jesse.

"Clara?"

"Oh, yes?" She turned to him.

"Are you okay?"

"A little." She said. "Sometimes I wished Peter and I had a child. Even just one child. We married in a small ceremony and then an hour later was the train back towards here."

"So the last time you saw him was on your wedding day?"

"Yes. Then the accident happened." She said with a little sad tone. "I'm moving forward with my life, I know he would want that, but I still miss him a lot."

* * *

><p>The end of the day had come for Hope Valley. Everyone was in their homes and asleep. Well, almost everyone. Out on the outskirts of town were two men walking towards one another. One in dark clothing with a brown jacket and hat, the other in a red coat and tan hat. "How are things, Owens?"<p>

"Fine. Just fine." The other man replied.

"Find anything...interesting?" The first man asked.

"I did." The second man said. "A real nice one too."

"Details?"

"Widow. Young, nearly twenty-five of age next month. Long brown hair, green eyes. Average height." The second man answered.

"Perfect."


	4. April Showers

**4: April Showers.**

Two days post, it was raining in Hope Valley. Grueling than the accustomed rain weather, but not like it was months ago that caused the settlement to be overflowed with rain water. With a few exceptions almost nobody was outside during the day. The only ones who were out during the weather were Jack and Lee, both working. School was in session but the children were having indoor recess. A few people had come to Abigail's cafe to get something warm.

Clara was cleaning a couple of the dishes in the back with Rosemary's help. The weather had died down a bit, yet it drop dropped lightly now. The young woman went to place some of the cups and plates away when she saw the apron that she had fixed the other day for Dottie. She could of sworn that she had delivered it to her already, but nevertheless she figured she would take a short walk to Dottie's home and give her the apron.

"Rosemary, I'll return in a few moments. I have to go out and deliver something to Dottie." Clara said as she put her jacket on.

"Are you sure? It's awful out." Abigail said as she entered the back with some coffee in a pot.

"It's cleared for a little while," Clara said as she looked out the window. It was dying down a tiny bit. "It's just a short walk to Dottie's."

"Okay. But hurry up or you'll catch a cold."

* * *

><p>With the apron closed up in several bags to prevent from water damaged, Clara strolled briskly to Dottie's home. The wind was picking up as the rain was now becoming harder, but Clara was sure she would be back before she would get soaking wet enough to catch a cold.<p>

She knocked on Dottie's door and waited. Dottie opened it and saw it was Clara with the bags. She had asked what was inside and Clara answered that it was the apron she fixed. "Goodness, I actually had forgotten that I asked to have my apron fixed." She said.

"It's no problem. I forgot myself until a while ago." Clara said as she handed the bag to Dottie. Dottie handed Clara her payment for the fix, which Clara placed into her jacket pocket, and thanked her.

* * *

><p>Clara practically ran back towards Abigail's cafe. The rain was now harder than earlier this morning. It was sort of almost hard to see through the rain but it was still manageable to see through. Clara heard someone call her name and spun around. It sounded like Jesse, but Jesse was out of town on business for Lee. Maybe he had returned early.<p>

No. It was Murphy. "Murphy?"

"Hello Clara!" He yelled over the rain. "What are you doing out in this rain?"

"I had to made a delivery to someone. I was just going back to Abigail's." She answered.

"I'm leaving in a few days, but I have a gift for you." Murphy told her. "Someone mentioned today was your birthday."

Clara stared at him oddly. Almost everyone in town new when Clara's birthday was; May 20. Then again a couple of the new residents of Hope Valley had probably misheard or mistaken Clara's birthday with someone else. She shook her head with a grin. "My birthday is next month."

"Oh, I must of heard wrong." He said. "Well I have a gift anyways. You were the first friend I made here in town and you were friendly, so I figure I'd get you a birthday gift."

"Oh it's not problem. It happens." Clara smiled.

"May I still give you the gift?"

"You didn't have to give me a gift." Clara told him.

"Please?"

Clara felt bad for Murphy. He had already mistaken her birthday and put time into getting a birthday gift for her. It shouldn't be too long to take a gift. She could probably make something for him in return; such as a scarf. If she managed to stay up all night to work on it she could have it finished in a couple of days. "Okay." She said.

* * *

><p>Jack was on his horse making his daily routine of walking around Hope Valley. Nothing seemed out of the ordinary since mostly everyone was inside. Jack made his U-turn on the horse and headed back to the beginning of his routine.<p>

* * *

><p>Clara followed Murphy to an unoccupied area of Hope Valley to the car that was hidden away. Strange that there was a car here. "Who's car is this?"<p>

"A friend of mine. He's lending it to me so that when I get to the next town I have a ride."

"Don't mounties have horses?"

"Uh... mine will be in the next city. But to get there I need a ride, so my friend lent me his. He's visiting family in Hamilton so he will meet me in the next city." He told her. "The gift is inside."

Clara walked to the car and peeked inside. The rain had finally finished so it was easy to see inside the car. She only found a blanket and rope inside. "A blanket?"

She looked up and didn't see Murphy. Murphy had a sweet, gentle smile. This man in front of her was not that Murphy. This Murphy had almost an evil smirk upon his face, his face almost dark and shadowy. "Oh Billy boy." He called out in a strange, creepy tone in his throat.

Clara's head tilted to the side. Billy boy? Clara felt someone come up behind her and it did not feel good to her at all. The next thing Clara knew she felt one arm around her body and a hand covering her mouth.

* * *

><p>Jack had made it a few feet from the beginning when he heard a girl screaming from off the side of Hope Valley. He turned his horse rapidly and rushed to where the scream was heard.<p>

* * *

><p>"Hmmm!" Clara screamed through the mouth. She was giggling and kicking (when she could) to get out of grips of the man who held her. Murphy was holding the rope in his hands and yelling at the man (Billy) to hold her still. "Hmmm!" Clara muffled again loudly.<p>

"Hold her still!" Murphy yelled loudly. "Keep her steady!"

Billy did so, he knew how to keep her quiet. Billy released his hand from her mouth, prompting Clara to keep shouting at the top of her lungs, and turned her. "Shut up!" Billy yelled. Clara only screamed louder. Billy lifted his hand and forcefully smacked her across the face, causing Clara to blackout.

"Christ, don't kill her!" Murphy yelled and started up the car, so it was ready to go when they finished.

"Well what else was I suppose to do!?" Billy yelled back and took the rope from Murphy's free hand. He then looked up and saw a man on a horse in a red coat rushing to them. "Mountie!" He yelled.

"Crap! Throw her in!" Murphy yelled.

Jack grew closer and closer to the three people he saw; two men and a woman. As he drew in closer he saw it was Murphy, a strange man and Clara...who looked knocked out. The strange man threw Clara into the back seat, then just in himself just as Murphy drove off. "Ya!" He yelled, making the rose run faster to follow the automobile. It was a fast car, but Jack was sure it would follow the automobile enough.

* * *

><p>Murphy drove as fast as she could while Billy tied up a still knocked out Clara. "I thought yous said the mountie was on the other side!"<p>

"He was suppose to be there! He must of made a short trip!" Murphy screamed. "Damn it!"

Jack hurried as fast as he could, but the car was a lot quicker than his horse. Three times as fast. "Ya!" He yelled louder, the horse moving at his fastest speed he could go. It was working, Jack was nearing the car.

"Owen!" Billy yelled, revealing the man's true name. "Mountie catching on!"

Owen slowed down on the car.

"What are you doing!?" Billy shouted.

"Mountie wants to fight. Mountie's going to fight. Hands verse hands." Owen said. "Here's the plan!"

After a couple of minutes the car slowed down. Jack's horse began to slow down too. He saw 'Murphy' open the door and step out, his companion stepping out too. "Murphy," Jack said in a stern voice. "Where is Clara?"

"Sleeping." He lied. "We were just going for a nice drive and she fell asleep."

"At such high speeds?"

"Hey, worked for my cousin a while back." The driver laughed. "Billy," He turned to the man in the back seat. "Please put Clara on the back of the nice man's horse."

Billy turned to Jack, hoping to find permission to do so. Jack nodded as he stepped off the horse. Billy picked up Clara and held her without waking her up and began walking to the horse to put the girl on it.

Jack watched as they passed him, then turned back to Murphy. "What's going on here, Murphy?"

Murphy just stood there and smiled evilly at him As if he was waiting for someone to do something.

"Murphy? What's the deal?" Jack asked again.

"Well first of all, Mountie Jack, it's Owen."

"Owen?" Jack questioned. A second later, he felt something hit him in the back of the head.

Jack was knocked out completely.

"Take his gun and other weapons of use," Murphy said. "Hand it to me and then get on the horse."

"Why so?"

"So he doesn't follow up as quickly, idiot." Murphy said.

* * *

><p>Jack woke up several hours later or so. It was dark out. It took Jack a few moments to remember everything. "Clara?" He called out. "Clara!?" He turned, only to see that his horse was gone.<p>

And so was Clara.


End file.
